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One 

| was waiting in Janick's room and rapidly getting impatient. No, scratch that - | was already impatient. Every 
night for the past several days it's been the same, ever since he was waiting for me in the car in Solvesborg. 
I'm glad he made the first move this tour, | wish he had made it on the very first night. Oh, but we've been 


making up for it ever since, or at least we were until tonight. 


Our usual practice has always been to give one another a spare key to our hotel rooms, we've been doing this 
for thirty years ever since the Millionaire tour and that was how I'd let myself into his room tonight. | 
expected him to be here or to arrive shortly after | got there, after all he must have known | was waiting for 
him, but I've been here almost an hour and there's no sign of him. After a few more minutes | gave in and 
dialed his cell number, but it went straight to voicemail. That was odd. | rarely called him but when | did he 


had always answered right away. I'd been hyped up when | got to his room, looking forward to one of our 


heated after-show sessions, but my ardor had long since cooled and was quickly being replaced by frustration 


Ten minutes later | said fuck it and left, going down to the hotel bar with the thin hope he was there and had 
been delayed by fans or something, but it was easy to see he wasn't there, his distinctive bright hair would 
have been easy to spot right away. In fact, very few people were there, It was well after 2:00 now. With relief 
| saw Davey pass through the lobby as | was leaving the bar but though Janick frequently went out drinking 


with him he wasn't with him now. | called to him. 


"Bruce!" He turned just before pressing the button for the lift, the ever-present wide smile on his face. "l 


didn't expect to see you down here, mate." 


‘lm looking for Jan. Have you seen him?" 
His smile immediately faded. "Not for a while, no. | assumed you two had already gone to bed" Dave had long 


known that Jan and | frequently shared a room - and a bed. 
"Well, when did you see him last?" | persisted. 


"Just after the show. | saw him getting out of the car and we chatted a bit then he said he was going up to 


his room to shower." 


| nodded. There were damp towels in his bathroom so obviously he had showered and gone out again. That 
wasn't unusual for him. If for some reason | was unavailable he had to burn off his after-show energy in 
some way and would often go for walks around whatever city we happened to be in. | mentally cursed the 


phone calls I'd had to make that delayed my going to his room. Davey was looking at me closely. 
"l'm sure he'll be back soon, Bruce. | wouldn't worry." 


| had to smile. Davey and | had known each other for so long he knew | was always concerned when Jan's free 


spirit led him to walk through strange cities for miles, | had never gotten used to it. 
‘lm sure you're right. Goodnight, Dave. I'll see you at breakfast.” 


With a wave, Dave stepped into the elevator as some other quests were exiting and continued on up to his own 
room. | sighed. | was restless, still horny, and also slightly concerned. True, | was used to Jan's long excursions 
but something felt different this time. | briefly contemplated going around to some of the bars in the vicinity 
looking for him but | knew from long experience | would be recognized and set upon by fans and as much as | 
love the fans | find it more difficult to be patient with them than Jan does. Having no choice, | went back 
upstairs, going to my own room this time, knowing that when Jan returned he could use his key and join me. | 
settled in for the night fully expecting to be awakened before long by a slim naked body with a persistent 


erection pressing against my back. 


Chapter Two 
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Two 


Filtered sunlight in my face woke me up and | turned to look at the clock. It was after eleven and | was alone in 
the bed. My first thought was irritation that Jan hadn't joined me when he came in last night but sometimes 
he did that, he was considerate to a fault and worried about disturbing me even though | told him a million 
times that | welcomed the kind of disturbance he would give. He knew we had a couple of days off though, we 
weren't due in Berlin until Wednesday, so he should have known | wouldn't have minded being awakened, 
especially if it was by one of his world-class blow jobs. Feeling somewhat put out | got up, went through my 
morning routine in the bathroom, and padded barefoot down the hall in my sweats to his room. 


Sliding the key in his door | was trying to decide how to wake him up. | could slip in behind him and start 


making love to him until he woke up. | knew from experience that it wouldn't take long for him to wake up once 


The door opened and | stopped short. The room was exactly as | left it last night and the bed hadn't been slept 
in. | felt a knot of genuine worry start to form in my gut. In all the years we had been together Jan had never 
stayed out all night. Ever. 

| went inside and looked around more closely. His backpack was missing, which confirmed my suspicion that he'd 
gone for one of his walks, but there was nothing to indicate where he might have walked, no advertisements or 


brochures. | tried his mobile again, it still went to voicemail. | knew | was probably being silly but | called Rod. 


"What do you mean Janick's missing?" He demanded. | heard the note of laughter in his voice, | should have 


known he was going to brush this off 

"He hasn't been seen since he got back from the show last night" 

"Cimon, Bruce, you know Jan. He probably went out for a few drinks or one of his walks’ 

"| know he went for a fucking walk, Rod, he took his backpack. But that was over twelve hours ago!" 
"Bruce, calm down. l'm assuming you checked his room?" 


"Where the fuck do you think l'm calling from?" 


"Bruce, cool it! It isn't going to help anything if you get angry at mel" Rod knew | was on edge and he knew how 
| get when I'm on edge. "I'll ask around, I'm sure someone in the crew has seen him. For God's sake, don't 


breathe a word to anyone. We don't need the public to think we have a missing guitarist!" 


"lm not fucking stupid, Rodl" | punched the hang-up button with force and tossed the phone down then sat on 
the edge of Jan's bed to collect my thoughts. | was being ridiculous for worrying. But we were in Germany, and 
in a good-sized city. All cities have crime and Hanover is no different. Jan is far too open and carefree and | 
knew that if there was something he wanted to see, a bar or some sort of interesting feature of the town he 
wanted to visit, he wouldn't think twice about going through the shadiest, most dangerous areas to get there. 
He was also the most trusting person I've ever known and if someone approached him and asked him to join 
them for a drink or something, he wouldn't hesitate a second. 


After a few minutes | returned to my own room and put on some more presentable clothes. There were a 
dozen messages for me on my own phone and scores of emails but even though | tried to get some work done, 
it was impossible. When my phone rang | jumped, hoping it was Jan but it was Rod. He had taken over one of 
the hotel conference rooms as his office and he asked me to come down there. 


"You found Jan?" | knew | sounded a little frantic but | didn't care and | couldn't help it anyway. 


"Just come down, Bruce." With that, he hung up. Shit! Why didn't he answer my question? Did he hear some 
bad news? No, | would have heard it in his voice but he sounded as he always did. 
When | entered the conference room | was surprised to see the rest of the band was there as well as some 


of the senior members of our crew and techs. They were all talking but fell silent when | came in 
Well?" | demanded, sitting opposite Rod and Harry. 


Rod shook his head. "I still think there's nothing to worry about, but Jase saw Jan getting into a car with some 
people last night across the square from the hotel." 


"Getting into a car?" | exclaimed. "With who?" | turned to Jase, one of the sound guys who has been with us 


for over twenty years. 


"I have no idea" He shrugged. "He was talking to a group of fans and posing for pictures with them, then they 


all climbed into a big car, Jan included" 


"What kind of fans? Young, old, male, female?" | was badgering him for details he probably couldn't give but | 
couldn't care less. Jan would never get into a car with just anyone, he's carefree and trusting but far from 


stupid. 


"| couldn't tell, they were on the other side of the square. The only way | could even tell it was Janick was by 
his hair. There were five or six of them and | think they were younger, but that's just a guess." 


"| think we should tell the local authorities to be on the lookout for him." Steve suggested, and | saw Nicko nod 
in agreement. "They can be discrete about it, but between them and our own people we should be able to 


locate him." 


Dave was sitting next to me and he put his hand on my shoulder reassuringly, giving it a squeeze. Of all of us, 
Dave is the closest to Jan aside from myself, and he is the only one who knows the exact nature of the 


relationship between Jan and |, though the others have suspected it for years. 
"Jan's fine, Bruce." He said quietly. "He can take care of himself." 


That's true, | know, but knowing it didn't ease the knot in my stomach. | have always felt protective toward 
Janick. He's very intelligent and nobody's fool but he had such an innocent, almost childlike quality about him 
that makes me want to shield him from any kind of hurt or danger. At least, | amended my own thoughts, he 
has a childlike quality until we get to bed, then he's a veritable sex maniac. But | had to push those thoughts 
aside for the time being and focus on what Rod was saying as he made some phone calls and inquiries to the 
local officials. Our own security people and most of the Killer Krew went out looking as well. They weren't 
ordered to do so, they wanted to. They all loved and respected Jan and | knew each and every one of them was 
concerned. We held off on calling Jan's family. His wife and children had gone on holiday for his son's school 


break and there was no point in alarming them. 


Chapter Three 
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Chapter Three 

The day passed interminably. We had originally planned to proceed to Berlin early the next morning but that 
was put on hold and arrangements were already being worked out in case, for some reason, Jan was unable to 
make the Berlin show. | was initially furious when this was mentioned and nearly bit Harry's head off when he 
told me but he didn't take offense, he understood me well enough to know it was just my worry manifesting 
itself through anger. And after a few minutes | conceded that they were only doing what they had to do, it 
wasn't personal and in no way anticipated that anything had happened to Jan. 


After a couple of hours | went back up to my room, | couldn't stand sitting around feeling helpless. There was 
nothing | personally could do, however. If | as much as showed my face outside the hotel fans would suddenly 
appear, they always did. | had no idea how they did it but there have been times when | would step out onto a 
clear sidewalk without another soul in sight only to be rushed by a dozen fans, it was like they appeared out 
of thin air. | lay down fully clothed on my bed mulling things over. So many things didn't make sense. Why 
couldn't | get Jan on the phone? Why would he get into a car with a group of fans? Why wouldn't he find a 
way to let us know where he was going or when he would be back? | was trying to keep the frightening 
thoughts at bay but | couldn't stop them. Jan was well known and easily recognized. Suppose he had a crazy 
stalker? Suppose someone tried to kidnap him? If he actually had been kidnapped we would surely have heard 
something about ransom by now, but it was a possibility and | knew it. | didn't want to think about worse 
things. Random people were snatched off the streets every day only to later be found dead in a ditch. 


| rolled over and punched the pillow as hard as | could in frustration Sitting here doing nothing was completely 
against my nature and it was driving me crazy. | knew that if anyone learned anything they would call and tell 
me but | couldn't just sit around any longer. | rooted around in my luggage until | dug out the ratty athletic 
pants | exercised in and pulled them on with a plain black tee shirt. | didn't have a hat but | knew Jan had 
several beanies so | went back to his room and threw his suitcase on the bed, digging around in it. | found a 
plain black beanie and | also found his phone charger. Maybe that was the answer to the phone riddle, at least. 
If his phone died and he didn't have a charger with him his calls wouldn't go through, though | didn't know why 
he simply wouldn't stop someplace and either buy a charger or call us from a landline. | pulled on the beanie 
and also borrowed a pair of Jan's wrap-around sunglasses. 

| knew Rod would throw a fit if he knew what | was doing but | didn't care. | couldn't rid myself of the fear 
that Jan was in trouble. | exited the hotel by the kitchen delivery entrance and there was no one in the alley. 
By the time | circled around to get across the street to where Jan was last seen | was confident in my 
disguise. | still didn't know what to do, though, | just knew | had to do something. | checked my own phone to 


make sure | had a full charge and that no calls had come in from Rod or the others, then looked around. There 


were three or four bars on this block and knowing Jan as | did | knew that was where | should start. 


Forty minutes later | was frustrated as hell and more worried than ever. Only one of the people | talked to had 
been around the previous evening and remembered seeing a blond Englishman but he could only say that Jan 
had come in for a couple of beers and was seen talking with a group of people who had approached him, leaving 
with them. Then the man | was talking to got that look that | knew so well, the look that said he recognized me 
from someplace but couldn't pinpoint where. | left before he could figure it out Back on the sidewalk outside | 
ran my hand across my face, | felt like everything | was doing was futile and | would never find Jan this way. | 
started walking back to the hotel in defeat and was so lost in thought | didn't realize someone was trying to 
get my attention until a hand tentatively grabbed my arm. | turned and was ready to throw a punch before | 
saw it was a young girl. She looked to be in her mid-teens and she flinched when | turned so abruptly so | 
tried to soften my expression, hoping that she hadn't recognized me. 


"You..you are looking for blond man?" Her English was terrible but fortunately | can speak some German so | 


replied in that language. 


"Yes, he's a friend of mine. Have you seen him?" | was thanking the fates that she hadn't connected any of this 
with the well-publicized concert of the night before. She didn't appear to be a metalhead but one couldn't 


always tell by appearances. 


She nodded, still looking more than a little frightened of me. She told me she had overheard me earlier when | 
was asking a taxi driver if he'd seen Jan and that she thought she remembered seeing a man answering Jan's 
description when she was waiting at the bus stop last night. | tried to press her for details without scaring 


her, she was very timid like she would bolt if | so much as raised my voice. 


"| noticed him because there were people lining up to have their photo taken with him." She told me in German. 


"Then a truck pulled up and they all got inside." 
"A truck?" The other description of the vehicle hadn't been specific. 


She nodded. "It was a big square vehicle." She said, but she couldn't tell what make it was. She did say, 
however, that it was either black or dark gray. 


"Tell me," It was hard for me not to press her but | knew it would do no good, "did my friend get in the vehicle 
willingly?” She looked confused for a moment so | clarified. "Did he look like he wanted to go with them?" 


"Oh ja, ja, he was smiling and laughing with them." 


| thanked her and she scampered away, looking as though she regretted approaching me in the first place. This 
was new information but hardly useful since | still didn't have a vehicle make or exact color. Still, | took out my 
phone and dialed Rod to tell him what I'd learned so he could pass it on As expected, he was livid that I'd 
sneaked out without any security personnel and | had to snap at him to shut up, hang up, and give the police 


the new info. | continued on back to the hotel, it would do no good to keep canvassing the area if Jan left by 


car. 


Chapter Four 
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Chapter Four 


Dave, Ade and Nathalie were just leaving the conference room when | was coming up the corridor and Dave 


hung back to talk with me. 


"C'mon, Bruce, lets get you a drink. You look like you could use one." He took me by the elbow and steered me 
to the hotel bar. | noticed with surprise that it was after 4:00. Jan had been gone for almost fourteen hours. 


Over a beer | recounted my afternoon's activities to Dave. 

"I just don't get it," | told him, running my hand through my hair. "The kid said he was laughing and joking with 
these people. Why in fuck would he willingly go off with a bunch of strangers, especially when he knew | would 
be coming by his room later?" 


Dave shook his head. "No idea, mate. My guess is that he didn't expect to be gone long" 


"Goddamn it!" | hit the bar with my fist in frustration, causing several people to turn and look, and Dave 


patted my shoulder. 


"Try to stay calm, Bruce. The city police are watching for him and our own people are driving all over the 


city to anyplace he would be likely to go. He knows we have to head to Berlin tomorrow, he'll be back." 
If he can" | said morosely. 
"Stop talking like that! Don't even think like that!" 


| sighed and tried to get a grip. "I don't know what | would do if anything happened to him, Dave. | just don't 
know what l'd do!" 


"I told you to stop that! Nothing has happened to him!" 


| finished my beer and motioned for another. My frustration and helplessness was wearing on me, | felt like | 
was going to crawl out of own skin, | felt like | had to do something only there was nothing | could do. Dave 
looked on in understanding. Many years ago when | was out of the band for those six years Jan told Davey 
everything one night after too many beers. | didn't have to watch my words around Dave and | didn't have to 


act as though Jan and | were no more than best friends. 


Dave's voice was gentle. "He'll be found, l'm certain of it. Maiden is a powerful machine, we will move 


mountains to find him safe and sound." 

"l'm not moving any mountains now," | grumbled, "l'm sitting here not doing a motherfucking thing!” 
"Everything that can be done is being done." 

"Its not enough!" | muttered. | made to signal for another drink but Dave stopped me. 


"You haven't eaten today, have you?" 
| admitted | hadn't. | hadn't even thought about it. 


"Well, let's go and get some dinner." He got up. "If you keep drinking on an empty stomach as stressed out as 


you are, you'll be out of it by the time they do find Jan" 


In my younger days | would have argued but now | just followed Dave into the adjacent restaurant and let him 
order us some food. | felt better physically after eating but even worse in every other respect because it 
was now 6:00. Dave and | parted at the elevators, | told him | was going up to my room to return some of the 
dozen phone calls that were showing up on my phone from England, but instead | phoned Rod. He gave me a 
rundown of everything that was being done in looking for Jan but in spite of local police, our own crew, and a 


local private security firm Rod had engaged that afternoon scouring the city, no trace of him had been found. 


| threw myself down on the bed feeling powerless and helpless. Dave had been right, | was stressed out and 
mentally exhausted. Though | wouldn't have thought it possible under the circumstances | must have drifted 


into an uneasy sleep. 


In my mind it was as vivid as day. | saw Jan and myself when we were young, when my hair was long and 
brown without a trace of gray and Jan's dark blonde hair was a mass of wild curls and waves. In the dream | 
was watching him from the edge of a stage, | knew it was White Spirit though | wasn't aware of any of the 
other members of the band, only of Jan. It had been that way back then, he drew my attention like a magnet 
and | had been all but hypnotized by those long, long legs as he whirled and danced and by that perfect pert 
little ass, the ass | wanted from the moment | first laid eyes on him. The scene shifted then to a nondescript 
hotel room like so many we had stayed in when | was with Samson and now | was hovering over Jan, he was 
naked and panting beneath me, his face a mask of ecstasy as | pounded my body into his. It was so real | could 
feel the heat of him, feed his hardness trapped against my stomach, | could smell his hair as | buried my face 


in it as he convulsed in orgasm. 


Then the scene shifted again and it became dim and gray like a misty, foggy morning and | knew, in the way 
one does when they're dreaming, that it was later in time, we were older and both in Iron Maiden | saw Jan's 


bright golden hair almost glowing in the swirling fog and | could hear him call my name, call me Brucie the way 


he always does when we're alone. But he was receding, getting further away, his voice growing faint. | was 
frantic, | was running toward him but he was getting further and further away and | could see him reaching 
out toward me. | was screaming ‘Jan, Jan, don't go, don't leave me! | was hysterical, | had never felt such panic 


or such terror. | couldn't lose Jan, | couldn't! 


Chapter Five 
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| sat upright in bed, crying out. My heart was hammering out of my chest and | felt the sweat on my skin 
cooling in the air-conditioned room. God, what a nightmare! | couldn't shake the feeling of terror, | couldn't 
remember the last time a dream had left me so shaken up. | sat there at least five minutes until my 
heartbeat slowed down then | went into the bathroom to splash some cold water on my face. Realistically, | 
knew the nightmare was just a result of my anxiety over Jan's disappearance but even thinking about it gave 
me cold chills. To see Jan fading away from me and not being able to reach him was possibly the worst thing 
| could imagine short of something happening to one of my kids. It gave me an inkling to how Jan must have 
felt when | told him I'd been diagnosed with cancer. The idea of losing someone who is so much a part of your 
life is almost incomprehensible. I've known Janick for forty years, we had been in love and been lovers for 
nearly that long. | drew a shaky breath as | dried my face and for a moment | thought my head was still 


ringing from the nightmare, then | realized my cell phone was ringing. 
| snatched it up from the nightstand where l'd tossed it. "Yeah, hello?" 


"Bruce?" It was Steve and he sounded taken aback by the sound of my voice. | must have sounded pretty 


shaky. "They found him. He's all right" 

| sank to the bed in relief. "Oh, thank God! Where is he? What happened?" 

"They're bringing him here now, he should be here in a few minutes. Come on down to the conference room.’ 
| was out of my door before he even finished talking. Rod, the other band members, and several of the most 
senior members of our crew were there when | entered. | must have looked like shit because both Rod and 
Dave came over to me. 


"He's on his way, the police are bringing him from the hospital now." 


"Hospitall" | exclaimed. “All right, you'd better tell me what happened to him. Where has he been?" | sat down 


between the two of them, looking between Rod and Steve for an explanation 


"We got a call about ten minutes ago," Rod told me, "from the local police. Someone found Janick walking down 
the autobahn this evening near a town called," he looked at a note in front of him, "Peine. It's east of the city, 
but the man who called hadn't spoken to him yet because the doctors were still checking him out so he 


doesn't know why Jan was there." 


Just then Rod's cell rang and he answered it, listening for a minute. "Right, could you bring him to Conference 


Room ‘B please? Danke." 

A minute later the door opened and the concierge ushered two policemen in, and between them looking tired 
and bedraggled was my Janick. Not giving a damn how it looked | rushed over and wrapped my arms around 
him. 


| felt him return the hug. "I'm okay, Brucie," he said softly so only | could hear. "I'm all right." 


"You'd better bel" | mumbled back, trying to swallow the lump that suddenly formed in my throat. | escorted 
him to a chair and sat next to him, keeping hold of his hand. 


"Can you tell us what happened?" | heard Steve ask the policemen. | appreciated his not asking Jan directly, as 


exhausted as Jan appeared to be. 

One of the men spoke excellent English, as many Germans do, and he flipped open a notepad. 

"Herr Gers was picked up by a woman on the highway just after 6:00 about thirty miles from Hanover." he 
read. "She thought he was ill so she took him to the hospital. We left word at all the hospitals to be on the 
lookout for an Englishman of his description so we were called" 


"Why did this woman think Jan was ill?" | broke in, earning a scowl from Harry. 


"He was somewhat disoriented and couldn't remember how he got there. At the hospital traces of GHB were 
found in his system..." 


| broke in again, this time getting shushed by Rod but | didn't care. "GHB! The date-rape drug?!" | squeezed his 
hand tighter, stealing a glance at him. He was looking at me and | felt him return the squeeze. 


‘Only trace amounts were found. He was given something to purge his stomach and the doctor was confidant 
there would be no long-term after-effects. The doctor found no evidence that Herr Gers was harmed in any 


way, other than being robbed." 


"There have been several incidents like this recently," the other policeman spoke up in a strong accent. "It is 


always the foreigners, that is to say, non-Germans, who are given the drug then robbed in this way." 


"Even small amounts of this drug cause short-term memory loss," the first man continued, "so we have been 


unable to get anything more than a general description of these people." 


| looked over at Jan again. He looked completely knackered. His hair was disheveled and his clothes smudged with 


dirt. He had been through enough. "Can we leave, officer? | want to take Jan up to his room, he needs to get 


some rest.” 


The man nodded, "Ja, by all means. One of these gentlemen can provide the information we need for our 


report." 


That was all | needed to hear. Still holding Jan's hand, | left the conference room and as soon as we were in the 


empty corridor | seized him in a hug again. | heard him chuckle softly in my ear. 

"Bruce, it's okay." 

| wouldn't let go of him. "lm never letting you out of my sight again!" 

Jan laughed outright at that and | felt his lips brush my cheek. "Don't be daft! | was careless, obviously 
someone took the opportunity to spike my beer while | was posing for photos. It's not going to happen again, | 
won't put my beer down the next time some fans want a photo!" 


We rode the lift up and | opened his room, flipping on the lights. "You want me to phone up some food?" 


‘Oh no. They gave me some horrible stuff at the hospital to make me puke out the last of the drug, | can't 


eat right now." 
"Okay, but you could use a hot shower. Come on!" 
"Brucie, | can shower by myself!" 


‘I'm sure you can, but I'm not going to let you." | pulled him into the bathroom and flipped the toilet closed, 


making him sit down and kneeling to untie his shoes. He was smiling down at me. 

"I kind of like seeing you kneeling at my feet!" 

"Don't get used to it!" | grinned up at him, then | pulled him to his feet, unable to stop myself from enveloping 
him in another hug. "You're trying to pretend you're fine but | know you better than that, love. You're 
trembling.” 

He drew back and looked into my eyes. "It was so weird. | woke up with a splitting headache to find | was lying 
under a viaduct on the highway. | had no idea where | was or how | got there. | didn't even know which 
direction to go so | just started walking." 


| could only vaguely imagine how frightening that must have been | touched my lips to his gently. 


"Don't think about it anymore, mate. It's over and you're back safe." | kissed him again and unfastened his jeans, 


the only time | think | have ever done that without sex in mind. He pulled his shirt over his head while | slid his 


jeans over his hips along with the skimpy nylon briefs he wore. | saw large dark bruises on his knees as he 
kicked the jeans off. "It looks like they kicked you out of the car! If | ever found the people who hurt you they 


are going to wish they had never been born! " 


"Shh, Brucie, didn't you just tell me to stop thinking about it?" He reached into the shower and turned the 
water on, leaning in to adjust the temperature. He had bruises on his elbows too, showing up dark against his 
pale skin. | ran my hand up his arm and along the curve of his back then forced myself to stop. Touching him 
always Turned me on, even an innocent Touch such as this, and now was not the time for that. Instead we 
stepped into the shower and | washed his hair while he lathered up his body. By the time I'd bundled him into a 
towel and led him to the bed he was practically asleep on his feet. 


We lay together, both nude, but | just held him as he immediately fell asleep curled tightly next to me. | lay 
awake for a while stroking his hair and just watching him sleep. | doubt if he ever knew how often | did this 
but I've always loved to watch him sleep. To me he is every bit as beautiful at age bl as he had been at age 
20 and the love | felt for him was every bit as strong, though even deeper now from everything we had been 


through and learned over a lifetime together. | fell asleep with my arms still wrapped around him. 


| was startled awake abruptly some time later by Jan crying out in his sleep, restlessly moving next to me. 
My arms had fallen from around him but | reached out and pulled him to me, smoothing his hair the same 
way | would do when he gets over excited onstage. He calmed down somewhat after a moment, then jerked 


awake, looking at me blankly in the dim light of the one lamp Id left on. 


"IFs all right, Jan, you're okay.” | pulled him close to my chest and could feel his heart pounding. | hoped his bad 
dream hadn't been anything like the nightmare I'd had earlier. 


After a moment | felt his arms close around me and | could feel him shaking. "God, Brucie, | just had an awful 
dream and | can't even remember it! What if that drug they gave me is making me forget everything?" He 


sounded almost panicked at that thought. 


"Its not, didn't the doctors assure you there would be no long-term effects? We all forget dreams sometimes 


and from the way you were mumbling and tossing I'd say it's a good thing you don't remember it!" 


He was still clinging to me and | was very conscious that we were both naked. That thought must have 
crossed his mind the same moment it crossed mine because he started to kiss my neck, kissing a trail up to 


my ear. | could feel myself getting hard but | put a hand on his shoulder. 
"Jan, do you think we should do this, after what you've been through?" 


| don't want to think about it for a while, Bruce." He said softly and | felt his hand slide slowly down my 


stomach to lightly close around my member. "| want you, | need this right now!" 


| felt him hard against my hip and | moaned, | can never resist him. He sometimes says that | have all the 
control in our relationship but that isn't true, he doesn't realize it but I'm putty in his hands when he starts 
touching me. The feel of that lean body pressing against me was all it took to make me seize him and kiss him 
deeply. All the energy Jan exhibits onstage comes out in bed as well and he gets as carried away by sex as he 
does by music. I've often seen him lose himself completely in our lovemaking and it has a powerful effect on 
me, but | didn't want him to get that enthusiastic now, he had only had a couple of hours of sleep and he'd 
been drugged then exhausted. 


| pulled myself away from his continued kisses to my neck and moved him onto his back, kissing him. 
Sometimes | would be almost overwhelmed by the powerful emotions that have always existed between us and 
in light of the scare I'd just had over him | was feeling that way now. | moved my kisses from his mouth to 
his face, my hands under his hair behind his head as | covered his face with soft wet kisses, breathing in his 
clean scent and the taste that was uniquely Jan, a taste that | could never seem to get enough of. | took my 
time with him, pampering him as | made him lay back, covering his neck and shoulders with kisses as | worked 


my way slowly down his chest. 


Jan has highly sensitive nipples, | could often see them hard through his shirt onstage when he gets excited 
by the music and the crowd, and they were hard now. | teased the dark rosy bud with my tongue, my fingers 
lightly tweaking and pulling at the other and his breathing quickened. He couldn't lie still, he was writhing and 
squirming under my ministrations and | put one hand flat on his chest to quiet him. 


"Relax, mate. Let me take care of you." 
"You're only teasing me, Brucie! | want you now!" he all but groaned. 


"Patience, patience, we'll get there, don't worry." | said between kisses and | let my tongue swirl around each 
ripple before taking them into my mouth, first one then the other, hearing him moan as his breathing 
quickened. | made my way to the smooth, white flesh of his belly, still flat and toned from his strenuous 
workouts at the gym and with his Strat, his skin so soft | had an urge to just press my face against him and 
rub against him like a cat. | dipped my tongue teasingly into his belly button, making him squirm again, and took 
minutes just kissing and licking lower and lower on his abdomen. Jan has very little body hair in complete 
contrast to myself, and what little he has is downy soft, and as | nuzzled against his pubic area | found it was 


still lightly scented with the body wash we had used in the shower. 


He was rock hard and glistening with moisture when | finally reached my ultimate goal, standing out against his 
body and beckoning me, but | resisted, wanting to pamper him some more before going for the gold. | circled 
around his groin to kiss his thighs and the juncture where his legs met his body, sucking kisses into his flesh, 
heedless of the marks | was making on his fair skin. | had to be careful on the more visible parts of his body, 
with skin as fair as Jan's any slight bite or hickey was very obvious, but here | could lose restraint. | was so 
turned on by now that | wanted nothing more than to sink into him but | didn't, | continued indulging him with 


kisses while my hand loosely circled his erection. 


"Fuck, Bruce, don't make me wait! You're torturing mel” Jan gasped, and | felt his long fingers in my hair. My 


hair was long enough again that he could grasp it tightly and he did, trying to guide me to where he wanted 
me so and finally | relented. Janick can be quite loud during sex, something that nearly got us caught dozens of 
times when we were younger and sneaking into one another's bunks on tour buses or sneaking quick mile-high 
trysts on a plane, but the sounds he made were so erotic they never failed to drive me half crazy. When | 
finally ran my tongue full length up his erection he let out a high keening moan that made me twitch against 
the sheets. 


| remember | had quite a time convincing him it was okay for me to do this after my cancer. He was terrified 
that oral sex had been the cause of it and that it would happen again, but | managed to convince him through 
medical journals that as long as we were both clean there was very little danger, and | knew with certainty 
that Jan was virus-free. | knew this because I'd insisted he be tested as soon as | learned about HPV. My 
belief is that my virus was from my promiscuous days in the eighties and that it took many years to 
manifest itself. Eventually he relented and | was glad, | loved going down on him. | loved the way he tasted and | 
loved how he reacted, completely uninhibited and wild, twisting and writhing against me, soft little moans and 


gasps constantly escaping him and making my own desire for him more unbearable than it already was. 


| teased him with licks and nips before closing my mouth over him, rolling the foreskin over the ultra-sensitive 
head until | felt him tremble beneath me, then when | finally took him in he cried out sharply, rolling his hips 
and clutching my hair almost painfully. 


After a few minutes his fingers tightened in my hair and he tugged until | looked up. 
| want you in me, Brucie! Please, fuck me!" 


How could | turn down a request like that? We always kept a bottle of lube in the toiletries kit so | reached to 
where it lay in the nightstand and pulled it out, liberally coating myself. | wanted him so badly it was almost 
painful and | slipped into him with one long, slow thrust. Watching his face, how he had his head thrown back on 
the pillow exposing his strong jaw and white throat was nearly enough to make me come right then and | 
couldn't resist that throat, leaning to kiss and lightly nip him as | began to rock my hips. He placed both his 
hands behind my head and pulled me in for a long, deep kiss, his tongue seeking mine out and dancing around it 
as his hips met my thrusts. He even managed to moan and gasp through our kisses and | could tell he was 
getting close, | could feel the tension in his body and hear his breathing get more and more rapid. After so 
many years and so many hundreds of sessions like this | knew every nuance of him and | knew it was time for 
me to slip my hand between us, grasping him and tugging him until his entire body stiffened, trembling 


violently as he spilled himself against our stomachs. 


It was too much for me, | couldn't hold back for another second and | didn't want to. Reaching around him | 
cupped that firm, rounded arse and climaxed, reaching heights | have only ever been able to reach with Janick. 
Even after all of our years together, every time was something unique and intense and it never grew old. | 


knew it never would. 


Chapter Six 


Author's Notes: 
All events in this story are completely fictional. | make absolutely no claims and receive no compensation for 


my writing. 
Chapter six 


| was a little concerned that Janick would still be suffering from his ordeal the next morning and was half 
prepared to insist that he not perform in Berlin that evening. | emerged from the bathroom in the morning to 
find him just waking up, sitting up in the bed with his upper body exposed, reminding me vividly of our 
activities in the middle of the night. | dropped down in the bed beside him and pulled him into a kiss. 


"How do you feel this morning, mate?" 


‘Im fine." He smiled the particular sexy smile he used when he was referring to sex. "The little interlude in the 


right helped a lot." 


| wasn't entirely convinced. He still looked tired to me, especially around the eyes. "You know if you're not up to 


performing tonight... 


"Don't be ridiculous, Bruce." He sounded a little put out that I'd even suggest missing a show “All | needed was 
a good night's sleep and make a little of something else, and | got both." 


| laughed but as we prepared for the short flight to Berlin | kept an eye on him and it didn't escape my 
attention that he seemed a bit preoccupied. Anyone who didn't know him as intimately as | did wouldn't have 
noticed, even the other band members didn't seem to notice and this morning they were full of questions 
about his adventures. He still couldn't tell anyone much, even the policemen who made a last attempt at getting 


amore detailed description of his captors could get no more information from him than he had already given 


| made certain to sit next to him during the hour-long flight and was still watching him from the corner of 


my eye. | thought | was being surreptitious until he finally turned to me with a mock-exasperated look. 
"Bruce, will you stop staring at mel | tell you, I'm perfectly all right. It wasn't that big a deal, after all’ 


"It was a damned big deall" | declared. "You were all but kidnapped and | know you're aware that they could 
easily have wanted more than your backpack and your phone!" | didn't miss the shadow that crossed his face 
when | said that, it was the first time it had been said aloud but we were all aware that it could have been 


much, much worse. 


"lim fine, Bruce" he said, a little more subdued now. "Please stop looking at me like l'm going to vanish before 


your very eyes!" 


It was on the tip of my tongue to say that was more-or-less what had happened the other night but | bit 
back my word, reaching over the armrest and squeezing his hand briefly. "I'm sorry if I'm making you nervous, 
l'm just worried about you." 


"| know." He smiled, "but believe me, l'm fine. 


He did seem perfectly fine at the show that evening. It was another outdoor show and Jan's energy level was 
inexhaustible, he was caught up as always in the total joy that always transformed him onstage and no one 
would have guessed that anything unusual had happened to him. He laughed when | slapped his ass with the flat 
of my sword during The Clansman, he danced everywhere across the stage all right, joking with Davey and the 
crowd like normal. So why was | still feeling this underlying worry? 


The after-show routine was pretty much standard, we were all taken back to the hotel to shower and unwind. 


Exiting the car | caught up with Janick in the corridor outside our rooms. 
"Come into mine for a shower, mate?" 


He turned as though he'd been startled. "Oh, uh, | think I'll shower in my room this time, Bruce. I'll come by 


later." 


Somewhat disappointed, | stepped closer to him because some of our crew, as well as Ade and his wife, were 

talking together at the other end of the hall. "Don't be too long, then! | want to experience some of that post- 
show energy for myself!" Jan was especially hot blooded after concerts; the sex was incredible and the sooner 
| caught him, the hotter it was. He smiled, letting a hand slip down my back to brush across my butt, then he 


disappeared into his room. 


Not thirty minutes later | was sitting on the bed with my laptop trying to catch up on some of the mountains 
of email that had been piling up when | heard a key in the slot and Jan slipped inside. | expected him to be 
dressed only in jeans and a tee and barefoot but instead he was fully dressed with his jacket and a beanie on 
and the new backpack he'd purchased at the airport that morning slung over his shoulder. | was both surprised 
and a bit angry. 


"Why are you dressed like that?" | demanded. 


"Thinking about going out for a pint in a bit." He tossed the backpack over a chair and flopped down on the bed, 


not even removing his jacket or hat. 


"Are you mad?! After what happened last time? You can't be serious!" 


He was laying with his arms crossed behind his head and he looked up at me. "I'm not going to change my 
whole life over one incident, Bruce! Surely you don't expect me to." 


"I certainly do expect you tol" | felt my temper rising and | didn't even try to rein it in. “You're just asking for 


trouble! You're lucky something didn't happen to you earlier, the way you gallivant around!" 
His face set in stubborn lines that | but knew too well, though | rarely saw him like that. Generally he was the 
most easygoing bloke on earth and that made it even more noticable. Normally if | made it clear that | didn't 


want him to do something he merely shrugged it off and didn't do it. 


"Bruce, we've been in Berlin a dozen times. There's a great pub just a few blocks from the hotel, | go there 


every time we're here." 


"Well you aren't going this time, not in view of what happened in Hanover!" I'd put my computer aside and was 


sitting cross-legged facing him, obviously angry. He seemed unperturbed, though. 

"lIl only go for a few beers, Bruce. I'll be back in an hour or two." 

"Goddamn it, Jan, you aren't going at all! | won't let you!" 

"You won't let me?" he sat up now , facing me. "How the fuck are you going to stop me?" 

"|." | was at a loss for a moment, then | reached out and grabbed him, pulling him in for a crushing kiss. 
He didn't return the kiss and | let go of him. His gray eyes were darkened but not with passion as they 
normally are after a kiss. "Brucie, don't be like this! After all, | did come by to let you know where l'm going 


and when I'll be back." 


I's true that he usually tells no one when he goes out on his wanderings, but that didn't calm my anger any. | 
sighed "| just don't want anything more to happen to you, Jan. | worry about you: 


"| appreciate the thought but | didn't ask you to worry, and | sure as hell don't need you to tell me what | can 
do!" Janick is slow to anger and he seldom gets angry at all but | saw the unmistakable signs of it now. He 
made to get up from the bed and without thinking | reached out and grabbed him again, pulling him back down 
and pinning him to the bed. 


"You are not going to leave this room, Janick!" | growled, sitting astride him. 


He looked up at me, his face expressionless. "What are you going to do, Bruce? The ones who drugged me didn't 


rape me, so you're going to do it instead?" 


That took the wind out of my sails and | let go of his shoulders, climbing off him. "OF course not! Go, then! Go 


and have a beer, go and have a dozen beers! But don't come back here when you return. If you return!" | 
added pointedly. | got up from the bed and went to stand by the window, looking out as | tried to get my 
temper under control. | heard him get up from the bed and | watched in the reflection as he picked up his 


backpack. He stood looking at me for a minute, then turned and left the room without a word. 


Chapter Seven 
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Chapter Seven 


| was fuming! Oh, Jan had showed this kind of obstinance before, we'd had our share of arguments like any 
couple, but not like this. | felt he was being reckless and unreasonable, and while | admit | could have handled it 
better the point was that | was only looking out for him and he damned well knew it. | paced my room for 
several minutes, fighting against the almost irresistible urge to go after Jan and drag him back by his hair. | 
knew | could call our security guys and have them follow him to keep an eye on him but | wasn't sure that 
would do any good. Jan was able to slip from the hotels so easily on these trips because many of the security 
guys turned a blind eye out of respect and admiration for him. 


‘Fuck it! | muttered to myself, ‘and fuck Jan! | was trying not to think that that was exactly what | wanted to 
be doing right at that moment and | went back to what l'd been doing on the computer with renewed 
determination | had a hell of a time focusing on anything and after an hour | slapped the lid of the laptop shut 
in exasperation. | don't often watch TV but | turned it on in an attempt to keep my mind off Jan and it was 
just my luck there was a true crime show on about abduction. It was in German and this was one time | 
regretted that | understood any of the language at all. | flipped off the TV in disgust, going over to the room's 
mini bar for a beer. It was after 2:00 AM. Was Jan back yet or had something happened to him again? | told 


him not to come back to my room so | had no idea 


Ten minutes later I'd finished the beer and couldn't take it any longer. Jan and | had exchanged keys like always 
and | went out into the deserted hall, going down several doors to his room. | hesitated outside his door for a 
minute, unsure if | even wanted to go inside. | was reluctant to go in there if he was still angry with me but | 


was even more afraid that he wasn't there. Finally | slid the key in and entered. 

One lamp was on and to my relief | saw Jan's new backpack on a chair. A light was escaping from beneath the 
bathroom door and a moment later | heard the toilet flush. | sat on the edge of the bed and when he came 
out he was visibly startled to see me, but then his face took on the mask he sometimes wore to hide his 
more vulnerable feelings. 

| thought you didn't want to see me tonight" He said quietly. 


"You know | didn't mean that. | had to come and make sure you got back all right" 


Jan sighed and sat down next to me. "Brucie, you have to understand. | can't let one unfortunate event change 


my life. I've been going out for a beer in almost every city we've ever been in for twenty years and | don't 


want to change now! If | do | will be letting them win!" 


I'd calmed down sufficiently by now to understand what he meant, and | could understand where he was coming 


from. | put my arm around his shoulders and hugged him to me. "I know, and | don't want you to change. l'm 


He smiled and put his hand to my face, kissing me softly. "| know, Brucie. It scared me too and the only way | 

can deal with it is to continue doing what | would normally do." He pulled a leg beneath him, turning toward me. 
"I lost over twelve hours of my life! | don't know what happened during those hours, | can't remember anything 
about it and that's as scary as hell! The doctors said | haven't been harmed but anything could have happened. 


Other things could have been done to me, things the doctor wouldn't be able to see, and | would never know it!" 


| understood what he was getting at and | sympathized but there was nothing | could do to ease his mind 
other than pull him to me and kiss him soundly. "I can think of some things I'd like to do to you, but | want you 


to remember them!" | murmured, kissing his neck. 
"Oh?" he sighed, putting his hand on the back of my head to hold me to him. "Like what, for example?" 


| didn't have anything specific in mind when | said that but now | did. | lay back on the bed and pulled him down 
over me, smiling up into that face | loved so much. “Think about it. What haven't | done for you in a long, long 


time?" 
He giggled "I can't think of anything we don't do on a regular basis!" 


"Can't you?" | teased, pull him down and running my tongue up his neck and around his ear, "Can't you really?" 
and to make my point | dipped my tongue into his ear. | heard his breath catch and | knew he'd caught on to 


what | meant. 


"Brucie, no, you shouldn't..." 


| should have known he'd protest. After all, this was a bit different than a simple blow job and we haven't done 
it since my cancer. "D'you think I'd suggest it if | didn't think it's safe? Don't tell me you don't want it," | 
swirled my tongue around his ear and dipped it in again, "because we both know you do!" | vividly remembered 


how this particular activity drove Jan absolutely insane. 


This time he let out a little gasping moan, though | think he was trying not to show how turned on he was by 
the very thought of this. He was lying on top of me and even though we were both still fully clothed | could 
feel that he was already hard. Jan is a grower and not a shower so only a very few people know the secrets 
of his anatomy. | count myself among the privileged few. | reached around and grasped his butt, pulling him 
against me and grinding up against him. 


"Get naked, Gers!" | smacked his ass soundly and he yelped, then complied as | hurriedly took my own clothes 
off. We scrambled up the bed and | took the position on top now, wanting complete access to all areas. The 
trickiest thing about making love to Jan was getting him to lie still, he got so caught up in it so quickly he was 
wriggling all over the bed by the time I'd licked my way down to his chest. | flicked my finger sharply on his 


nipple. 


"Hold still, or | stop right here!" | warned him. He let out a whine of protest but made an effort to stop 
squirming and | continued tormenting him by moving slowly down his body. When | reached his stomach | had 
to hold him down, he was writhing again and | knew better than to try to stop him. Besides, it was really 
turning me on. Little pants and gasps filled the air as | sucked vivid red marks into the smooth pale skin, licking 
and kissing them to soothe the sting. 


A trickle of clear fluid met my lips as | moved lower and | couldn't resist a taste, causing Jan to grasp my 
hair and try to hold me in place but | playfully slapped his hands away, smiling up at him. God, he tastes so 
good | could have stayed right there but no, | had another goal. He knew it too, his legs were trembling 
beneath my palms as | raised them to give attention to his balls, they were already drawn up tight in 
anticipation of what was to come. Jan was muttering amidst the moaning and | caught my name as well as a 
string of nonsensical urgings and other sounds as | took each testicle into my mouth, my hand wrapping around 


his erection but not moving on him yet. 


Then | moved further down. Jan let out a sharp crying sound and his hips bucked in a futile attempt to get me 
to start tugging at him. It had been so long | forgot how wild Jan would get when | did this, it was almost 
violent and | had to stop once to hold his legs down out of fear of being kicked in the head. Finally much to his 
relief | started moving my other hand, he was shaking by now and | knew it would be quick so | didn't relent. 
When he came it was with a loud, sharp cry that the whole floor of the hotel could have heard and he 
showered droplets across the bed. | crawled back up his body as fast as | possibly could and sank into him, | 
was so turned on by now | could hardly stand it. He lay limp for several seconds then he grabbed my arse and 
pulled me deeper, meeting my thrusts with more force than | would have thought him capable of after such 
an explosive orgasm. Within moments my own orgasm hit me like a tsunami, | saw shooting lights behind my 
eyelids and heard myself shout out Jan's name. | fell off him completely spent, my chest heaving like I'd just 


run a marathon 


"Brucie?" | heard Jan say a few minutes later. | turned my head to face him inquiringly. "Go and brush your 


teeth." 
"Why?" | felt like | couldn't move at all. 
He smiled. "Because | want to kiss you but | know where your mouth has been!" 


We both collapsed in laughter but | did go brush my teeth. 


Chapter Eight 
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Chapter Eight 


We had two days off before our next concert in Italy. | had a number of things to take care of in England and 
originally planned to fly back, catching up with everyone in Florence on Saturday for our next show. But Jan 
was staying an extra day in Germany and going to Italy a day early and now | was reluctant to leave. Now that 
he'd bought a new camera to replace the one that had been stolen | knew he would spend the time off 
exploring, taking photos with anyone who recognized him and generally doing what he always does. And | didn't 
like it. Jan told everyone he was fine and the last time | asked him how he was feeling he got a little short 
with me, but he wasn't fine and | knew it. He seemed preoccupied and quiet, too quiet for someone as fun 
loving as he is. He had another dream last night. He didn't wake up this time and probably doesn't remember 
having it but he was tossing around and woke me. | stroked his hair the way | did the night before and he 


calmed down but it left me uneasy. 


| was texting all through breakfast and when Jan asked what | was doing that was so important it couldn't wait 
until | could take care of it in person, | admitted | was trying to arrange it so | didn't have to go back at all. 


Jan got a knowing look on his face. "You always fly back when we have more than one day off, so why wouldn't 


you now?" 


| sighed. He knew why and | knew he knew why. "Maybe | just want us to spend some time together without 
the others around. They've all taken off someplace, it's just you and me here." 


"Maybe it's that. Or maybe you just want to keep me from going out" 


| couldn't tell how he felt about that but he saw right through me so | admitted it. "Okay, maybe | do! You've 


been to all these places before so why do you feel you have to wander around the same places again?" 
"| don't feel | thave' to, | want to. I's what | always do, Bruce, and you know it!" 
Okay, that answered my question about how he felt about it; he wasn't happy about it. | know that in his own 


way he is every bit as stubborn as | am and | didn't want to fight with him, | honestly didn't. We were having 


brunch on the balcony of my room but he was sitting across from me now stiffly, no longer eating. | took a 


deep breath, | could feel my temper rising and | forcibly pushed it back down. Inwardly | knew | was being 
ridiculous. | was acting like l'm Jan's father or something when in fact he's older than | am. In my younger days 
| would have demanded that he stay at my side for the next two days but | knew better now, strongarm 


tactics never went over well with Jan 


"All right, all right. I'll go back home for a couple of days. | have some things to do in Cardiff that really can't 
wait, anyway." Jan smiled and relaxed. "Damned free spirit gypsy." | muttered, and he broke into laughter, then 
came around the table and kissed my forehead. 


"If | didn't know you had business to take care of I'd want you to stay, you know. | wouldn't get out of the 
hotel then, | probably wouldn't get out of the bed, but | wouldn't mind it so much." he smiled, trailing a hand 


down my back. 


| caught a quick flight home that afternoon but even though | was insanely busy for the next day and a half | 
couldn't get Jan out of my mind. That wasn't anything new, he's always had a way of being in the back of my 
mind ready to invade my thoughts whenever | had a moment to spare. Riding in a lift, walking through a 
hangar, whenever | had a moment to think, Jan was always there. Usually | was thinking of what | wanted to do 
to him the next time | saw him, though. This was different. It wasn't worry, exactly, but a kind of uneasiness 
that I'm not used to feeling, something | rarely even felt for my kids anymore now that they're grown. | knew 
Jan would have gotten his phone replaced by now, | wanted to call him and that was unusual too. We often 
went for weeks without speaking when we weren't on tour, each busy with our own lives. | didn't call because | 
knew he would know the reason. Knowing how sensitive he is of my feelings | didn't want him to feel 


constrained just because | was worrying about him like a fussy old man 


| was damned glad to rejoin the tour in Florence, though. | arrived just after dark on Friday night and rather 
than calling one of our drivers to pick me up | took a cab to the hotel. Jan had been there since that morning 
so we weren't able to exchange room keys and | had to track down one of our security guys to learn which 


room was his. | found one of our longtime crew members in the hotel bar and asked him. 


"Oh, Janick is in 414, we're all in that section of the fourth floor, but he's not in his room now. | saw him go 


out a while ago." 
"Out? Did he say where?" 


The guy kind of laughed because Jan never told anyone where he was going. "No, but he had his backpack with 
him. He told me to give you this when you got here." He handed me a key card marked 414. | thanked him and 
went up to settle into my own room, once again tempted to call Jan's mobile but resisting the urge. | had some 
loose ends to tie up with my publishers so | busied myself on the computer and it was nearly |:00 AM. before 
| ventured down the hall to room 414. 


Janick still wasn't there. His bags had been partially unpacked and there were three or four memory cards 


from his new camera lying on the table but | had the impression he hadn't been there for hours. 


| was more than a little perturbed. For one thing, he knew | was arriving tonight and | felt he should have 
returned by now for that reason alone, but | was also irritated that, knowing | was anxious about him 
wandering all over strange cities by himself, he hadn't returned out of deference to my feelings. This time 
when | reached for my phone | didn't stop myself. 


It rang seven times before his soft voice answered. "Bruce?" He'd seen my number on the screen, of course, 


and he sounded surprised that I'd called him. 
"Yeah, where are you, mate?" 
"ve been having a few at this great pub called The Lion's Fountain 


| heard some strains of Irish-sounding music in the background and | stifled an exasperated sigh. Jan and his 


fucking Irish bars! | heard other voices, some quite near the phone, and | heard Jan reply to someone. 
"Who are you with?" 
"| ran into some fans." 


My hair trigger temper was finally pushed past it's limits. "Goddamn it, Jan, are you trying to get yourself 
killed ?! Didn't you learn anything last weekl? Get back to the hotell" 


He went silent and | could almost feel the tension through the phone. 


"l'Il be back in a while." He said tersely, then the phone clicked off. Jan hung up on me! Never in all our years 
together has he hung up on me! 


"Goddamn itl!" | yelled and threw my phone across the room. | had to buy a new phone every few months 
from doing that but | didn't care, it was always satisfying to hear it hit the wall. | threw myself down on Jan's 
bed, running my hand through my hair. | hadn't intended to lose my cool, l'd been trying very hard not to, but 
it was almost like he was flirting with danger! Anyone else would be cautious after an experience like Hanover 
but oh no, not Janick! 


| paced back and forth in agitation for a while then picked up my phore, relieved to see it still worked. | 
punched up The Lion's Fountain pub on Google, finding that it was on the other side of the city. Jan had to 
have walked miles to get there, putting himself at even more risk of being recognized and potentially making 
himself vulnerable to hoodlums, kidnappers, and whoever else may be out there. Did he intend to walk back to 
the hotel? If he did he wouldn't be back until nearly dawn! Muttering angrily, | called the head of our security 


and asked him to get a driver for me. 


"Make sure it's a car with a partition and a driver | can trust to keep his mouth shut!" | demanded, hanging up. 
Within five minutes | was on my way to The Lion's Fountain, being driven by a silent mountain of a man named 


Geoff who had worked for us for several years. Even though Geoff wasn't the talkative type | nevertheless 


raised the divider separating the back seat from the front. | wanted to stew in peace. 


It took forty minutes to navigate the narrow city streets to the Lion's Fountain and when we got close | 
started watching the sidewalks for a distinctive blonde head. Sure enough, when we were still several minutes 
away | spotted Jan striding down the sidewalk, hair bright in the streetlights even beneath the beanie he wore. 
| hammered on the divider and the car stopped right in the middle of the street. Fortunately there wasn't 
much traffic at this hour. We'd passed Jan so | jumped out and ran up behind him, grabbing his arr. 


He jumped, turning swiftly, his face a mask of alarm. "Bruce!" He relaxed visibly once he recognized me. 


Part of me felt bad for startling him, but my anger took over. "You're actually walking back to the hotel when 


you know l'm waiting for you?!" 

"And you actually came after me?! Bruce, what is the matter with you? You've been acting weird ever since..." 
"Ever since you got yourself abducted and drugged, you mean?" | was still seething. "Get in the car!" 

He glanced at the car still parked in the street and his face set in those stubborn lines. "I'll walk" 


"Like hell you willl" | grabbed his arm and yanked him, all but dragging him to the car. He didn't resist but he 
didn't go eagerly either. Once we were in the car | hammered on the partition to let Geoff know to drive back 
to the hotel then | turned to Janick. He was sitting against the door as far from me as possible, looking at me 


with a stony expression 
"All right, Bruce, now you've abducted me too. Bring on the drugs!" 


That made me furious, though | wouldn't have thought | could get any angrier. "I should, you know! | should 
drug you and rape you right here in the car, maybe then you'll finally get it through your stupid Polish head 
that you can't wander around like this?! Times have changed, Jan! The world has changed, and not for the 
better! It just isn't safe anymore!" I'd never insulted Jan like that before, especially slandering his heritage that 
way, but | was so fucking angry | just didn't care. 


He didn't reply. He's seen me angry often enough to know it wouldn't do any good to try to reason with me 


when I'm like this. he looked at me for a long minute, then deliberately turned to look out the window. 


That only made me angrier and | reached out to grab his arm but he shook me off. He doesn't anger easily 
but | could see the signs now and | should have known enough to shut up, but of course | didn't. "And | suppose 
you've been doing this every night, am | right?! | think you've got a death wish, matel | think you actually want 
to be put out of your misery and to hell with everyone. To hell with me, your wife, your kids, we don't matter 
to you at alll" 


He whirled on me then, and now | knew I'd gone too far. 


"How dare you?!" he bit out through clenched teeth. "Who the fuck do you think you are?! Leave my family 


out of this, they are none of your business!” 


That stung. It shouldn't have, but as possessive as | am of him having to share him with anyone, even his 
family, has always been a sore point with me. I'm fully aware that it's a double standard because | have a 
family too, but that's how | feel. "All right, okay, but what about me?!" | was trying to calm myself, to lower 


my tone and speak reasonably even though | was afraid the damage was already done. 


He was still angry, a cold, detached anger completely unlike the red-hot fury that always took me over. "If you 


have to ask after forty years, you'll never knowl" and he turned back to the window 


| opened my mouth for a retort but stopped myself just in time. I'd said enough already; I'd said more than 
enough. The rest of the ride back to the hotel was in a tense silence, Jan sitting looking out the window, his 
shoulders stiff. And the worst part is | wasn't sure why I'd blown up at him. I'm not supposed to be angry 
because l'm worried, am |? Or am | so afraid of being sensitive and vulnerable that | have to turn aggressive 


any time | feel those softer feelings? If that was true | should be truly ashamed of myself. 


At the hotel Jan got out of the vehicle without a word and walked quickly across the lobby, taking the stairs 
rather than the elevator to avoid being confined in the same elevator car with me. | wanted nothing more than 
to run after him but | was afraid that in my current frame of mind | would only make matters worse. Instead 


| went to my own room alone. 


| knew everyone could sense the strain between Jan and | the next day. We politely went through our usual 
pre-show routine but | saw both Dave and Nicko looking from one to the other of us in puzzlement. Our usual 
joking camaraderie was conspicuously absent but everyone knew to leave me alone when I'm in what they call 
‘one of my moods’. We're total professionals when it comes to the show and when Jan and | had to work 
together, we did. | even slapped his arse with the sword during the Clansman. The crowd knew this was part of 
the show by now, but | didn't thrust the sword between his legs as | normally did. I'm not sure why | didn't. | 
suppose | didn't want to put anything between his legs except myself and the way things were going, that 
wasn't going to happen. 


| watched Jan, though. When | couldn't see him directly | watched the screens. | saw him stick his tongue out 
at Davey, laughing with him, and when he rested his Strat against his groin the thought came unbidden into 
my mind that | wished it were me. Finally | couldn't stand it anymore. When he started Strat-surfing at the 
end of Iron Maiden | went over and put my foot on the strings, hoping he wouldn't rebuff me in front of 
thousands of people. | felt like a lead weight was lifted from my heart when he smiled up at me and took hold 
of my foot, moving it on the strings. Then he let his hand glide up my leg so quickly | doubt if anyone noticed 


it except me, but | recognized it for what it was - an overture of peace. 
Wrapped in our robes and walking to the cars | walked past him. 


"Come to my room." | heard him say, so quietly no one else could hear. | felt my heart quicken. | gave a single 


nod and went on my way, but the relief | felt was immense. 


Chapter Nine 


Author's Notes: 
All events here are pure fiction. | claim no rights whatsoever to these men and make no financial gains from 


my writing. 
Chapter Nine 


As anxious as | was to see Janick, | went to my room and took a long hot shower first. If I'm completely 
honest with myself I'll have to admit my conscience had been nagging me over how I've been behaving toward 
Jan and | wanted to take time to let the post-show adrenaline ease up a bit. Emotions run high after a show 
and while that is ideal when Jan and | can jump right into each other's arms, its not such a good thing when it 
comes to less pleasant emotions. All the way back to the hotel I'd been feeling more and more ashamed of how 
I'd been acting and thinking about how | can make it up to him but all | could think of was the corniest, most 


trite thing imaginable. So the minute | walked into my own room | called a florist. 


When | emerged from the shower | found that the flowers had been delivered - six dark red roses as well as 
a beribboned box of loose rose petals. | dressed, then peeked out my cracked door to be sure the coast was 
clear. | felt enough of a prat for giving flowers to my lover | certainly didn't want anyone to see me doing it! 
Luckily no one was around so | went down to Jan's room. Even though | had a key, in view of recent events | 
felt like | should knock After a moment, Jan was there dressed in a tee and camo pants. | was relieved to see 
he was barefoot, meaning he wasn't planning to go out. His eyes immediately fell on the flowers | was rather 
awkwardly holding and | saw a smile come to his lips. He wordlessly stepped aside and | entered, then | looked 
around and drew in my breath. The room was lit by candles, dozens of candles, on every hard surface in the 
room. | looked at him and | know my mouth dropped open, then | remembered the flowers. | offered them to 


him. 

| owe you an apology, Jan. l'm sorry I've been such an arse." My voice came out low and contrite. 

He slowly reached out and took the flowers, then looked up and smiled but his eyes were suspiciously moist. 
"I'm sorry too, Brucie. | know you're only trying to keep me safe." 

Before | quite realized it we were embracing and | felt his lips close over my own. The heady spark that never 
failed to ignite in me flared up immediately but | wasn't ready for this to go the direction it was threatening 


to go quite yet. | reluctantly pulled away but put my hands on each side of his face, looking into those gray 


eyes | loved so much. 


I'll never try to stop you from being you, Janick. | love you just the way you are." | leaned in and kissed him 


again, loving how he instantly returned the pressure and pulled me to him. 
"And | love you. | love that you try to take care of me, even when | don't need you to" 


He went to fill two empty Corona bottles with water, putting three roses in each and putting one on each 
nightstand. | had to ask 


"Where on earth did you get all the candles?" 


He laughed a little. "Don't worry, | didn't ask one of our people to get them for me. | asked the concierge to get 
them while we were at the show." 


"Candles!" | was smiling. "Aren't you the romantic one, though!" then | grinned and pulled the box of rose petals 


from my pocket, opening it and scattering some on the bed. 
"You should talk!" he laughed, gesturing to the roses. "Come here, sit down. | want to talk to you." 
Part of my mind was going ‘oh oh' but | followed him to the bed and sat down with him. 


"| was lying awake last night thinking and | realized you're right;' he said, taking my hand. "I have been a little 
more reckless than normal after Hanover and | want you to know why | think 


that is." 
| pulled my feet up under me Indian-style and faced him. "Why?" 


‘It's those missing hours! lm having a real problem dealing with not knowing what happened, Bruce! l'm afraid 
that someday I'll remember what happened and that it will be something awful, but on the other hand l'm 
afraid I'll never remember and that the drugs will make me forget other things too! When I'm scared the only 
way | know how to deal with it is to face it head-on. | was frightened of almost everything when | was a kid, | 
was afraid of dogs and thunderstorms and all sorts of things, so when | got older | went out walking in storms, 
| went and petted every dog | saw, | faced the fears and got over them." 

He'd pulled his feet up too and we sat knee-to-knee, still holding hands. "But | don't think I'm handling it right 
this time," he went on. "I don't want to get abducted again just to get over my fear of it, and | think 
subconsciously that what I've been trying to do." 


"| suppose | can understand that." | admitted, taking his other hand as well. "In a way, that's why I've been 
reacting so strongly to this whole thing too. Fear. Fear of losing you." | told him then of the nightmare | had 
while he was missing and when | finished | could tell by his expression that he understood how badly it had 


shaken me up. 


He moved over to me then and wrapped his arms around me, just hugging me. "I'll be more careful, Brucie. 


From now on I'll let someone know where I'm going and when | expect to be back, okay?" 


| smiled, overcome with tenderness for him. "Thats good enough for me. For my part, I'll try not to smother 


you so much" 


He leaned close to my ear, whispering low. "The only way | want to be smothered is by your dick down my 


throat!" 


His words combined with his hot breath against my skin gave me an erection so fast | thought | was going to 


faint from all my blood rushing to my nether regions. "Janick, my friend, that can certainly be arranged!" 


Though the words may have been a bit on the crude side, the kiss | gave him was achingly soft. | laid him 
back on the bed, continuing to kiss him as | ran my hands down his still-clothed body. | was caught up in a 
strange frame of mind, my emotions still jagged from the past few days of hot and cold relations between Jan 
and |. With something as long-standing and strong as the bond he and | shared, it was understandable that it 
affected us as profoundly as it had. But we had been through more serious difficulties, especially in the 
earliest days of our relationship. Though I'd long accepted my bisexual tendencies, it had been all new to Jan 
then and he fought against it for months, which put us both through a gamut of emotional upheavals. We'd 
gone through something even worse when | left the band. Jan had been devastated and | remember how 
terrified | had been that he would turn away from me completely as a defense against the heartache he was 


going through. 


But we had come through all of the turmoil closer and stronger than ever and | knew that my reaction to his 
being drugged and robbed had been disproportionate because of that. | was determined to never let anything 
come between us ever again but I'd gone about it all wrong and now | was feeling not only remorse but a 
heightened sense of how deeply | care for Jan He is a brilliant light in my life, a constant force, and as | began 
to make love to him it was with a tenderness and gentleness | couldn't seem to control, as much as | may 
have wanted to simply pin him to the mattress and take him. Maybe the candlelight and roses were partly at 
fault but when | undressed him | did so slowly, kissing every inch of skin as it was revealed, smoothing my 
hands across his creamy skin and marveling at the faint flutter | felt beneath, the trembling that | knew was 
his involuntary reaction to my movements. Age has changed his body very little. He was more filled out now 
than he had been the first time I'd seen him naked, he had been all jutting bones and long, lean muscles then, 
but he was still long lean and beautiful and he could still drive me half insane with desire. 


Jan but both his hands up and caressed my face as | leaned in for yet another kiss and as always his fervor 


equaled my own 


"| missed you so badly last night, Brucie!" he breathed, burying his face in my neck, nipping at me with his 
sharp teeth. "| want to make love all night, just like the old days!" 


He sucked on the flesh behind my ear making an electric shock go straight to my groin. | knew it would leave a 
mark but | didn't care, | have makeup and frankly, at the moment | couldn't care less if he covered my entire 


body with hickeys for the world to see. Janick has a very talented tongue and as | continued to divest him of 


his clothes he put that tongue to good use, sucking on my ears, my neck, my shoulders, anyplace he could 
reach. Then he soothed the skin with the flat of his tongue before using the point of it to tease me by tracing 
it along in little trails across my skin. Just thinking of how it was going to feel when he got lower and lower on 


my body with that tongue was making the sweatpants | was wearing tent and even soak through just a little 


bit. 


His lying beneath me made it more difficult to remove his jeans, especially since he had already hooked those 
long, strong legs around my own and was grinding himself very subtly against me. | had to sit back to loosen 
his grip when | started to work his jeans down over his hips. 


‘| want you naked too, Brucie," Jan murmured, his fingers digging beneath the elastic waistband of my pants. "l 


need to feel you against mel” 


| think | broke a speed record in shedding my clothes and he kicked off his jeans, immediately wrapping his legs 
around mine again which brought our erections in contact. | felt him reach down and wrap his long fingers 
around both of us, grinding his hips against me in a little circular motion as he pulled my head down for a deep 
kiss. | never tire of the taste of Jan, wrapping my tongue around his | sucked it into my mouth, the kiss 
growing sloppy and hot as his hand tightened and started to move a little. 


With a quick, unexpected move | flipped him over to where he was on top of me, grinning up at him. "You want 
to feel me, maybe you should feel all of mel” His butt was against my erection and | moved against him, 
causing him to lean back and moan, his hair falling across his back as he writhed on me. "I think maybe you 


should go for a ride!" 


He sat upright again and looked down at me, his eyes dark as slate with lust, then he reached into the 
toiletries kit that was always kept within reach of the bed in both our rooms. He broke open the bottle of 
lube, sliding back so he could apply it to me. Only he applied it slowly, drizzling it drop by drop on my achingly 
swollen cock. | could feel the thick, cool gel trickle down and drip into my pubes and it was surprisingly 
sensuous, especially since he wasn't touching me at all. The gel falling drop by drop onto me and the expression 
on his face as he stared almost as though mesmerized at the glistening substance was turning me on more 
than | would have thought possible. He darted his tongue out unconsciously as he worked and that only added 


to my excitement and | was breathing faster. 

"Janick," | stopped to catch my breath, "Jan, stop teasing me..." 

He smiled a little dreamily. "Oh, but its so much fun!" He dipped just the tip of his forefinger into the gel on 
my dick, trailing it with just the slightest touch up the length of my member, making it twitch noticeably. 
"See? You like it too!" 


‘Oh, yeah..." | sighed, giving in and lying my head back on the bed, "I do like it!" 


| heard him giggle softly and felt a few more drops of gel hit me, then | felt him shift his position a little and 
felt the heat of his arse right over me, sliding along my now slick cock. 


"Sit on me, Jan," | urged, "ride me, | want to feel myself sink into you!" 


"Not yet, not yet," he teased, making me look up to see what he was doing when | felt him move off me. 


"Remember what we were doing the other night?" 
"What, fucking?" 


He laughed in spite of himself. "You were teasing me out of my mind and wouldn't let me move, remember?" 
As he was speaking he was leaning off the edge of the bed and to my surprise he came up holding a long black 
ostrich feather! 


| looked at him incredulously. "Where on earth did you get that?!" 


He smiled. "Same place as | got the candles. | sent out for it" He experimentally stroked the feather lightly 


across my stomach, making me clench my muscles out of reflex. 


"And just what are you planning to do with it?" | was getting quite excited by both his teasing manner and the 
foresight he'd obviously put into this. 


He didn't answer directly. Instead, he traced the feather across my nipples, first one then the other and once 
again | felt my cock jump. He was sitting astride me again and | knew he felt it as well, he smiled and then he 
took the feather and stroked it across his own nipples. That made me catch my breath then moan out loud, 
causing him to smile again. He was really getting off on this, | saw precome glistening at the end of his own 
rigid erection, but he was ignoring that as he continued to torment me. He moved the feather across my 
chest, avoiding my nipples this time, and down my ribs. It was ticklish, and it was especially pronounced because 
of how heightened my senses were | couldn't stop myself from squirming a little and every time | moved or 


moaned Jan smiled a bit wider. 


"You're just loving this, aren't you?" | tried to sound as if | was grumbling but it came out sounding breathless 


and low. 

"Aren't you?" he countered, giving my dick a quick swipe with the feather. Holy shit, | would never have 
thought such a light touch could be such a turn-on! As quickly as he brushed it across, though, he moved 
away and stroked it down my ribs and across my chest, taking a quick swirl around my nipple but not across 
it. "And remember, you can't move or I'll get dressed and leave the room!" 


"You wouldn't!" | was being daring now. "You wouldn't be able to stop!" 


"You're being overconfident again!" he grinned. We both knew | was right, neither of us really wanted to stop, 
but the threats were part of the game. 


He slid down to where he was straddling my knees and began to work the feather lightly down my hips then up 


my thighs. I'm not normally very ticklish but this was a different kind of tickling, this was purely sexual and | 
felt every slight sensation as though all the nerves in my body were connected straight to my groin It felt 
like an eternity before he got around to dusting the feather up and down my erection and by this time it 
jerked involuntarily with every tiny touch, a thread of clear liquid seeping from the tip. 


| saw Jan looking at that and once again he licked his lips, which at that moment was the sexiest thing | had 
ever seen He was teasing himself almost as badly as he was teasing me and every now and then he would 
divert the feather to stroke it across himself, first only across his nipples but now he was slowly drawing it 


along his own erection, leaning his head back and closing his eyes as he did 


| could tell when he reached the point where he couldn't take it anymore and | was so tense by now that | 
breathed a silent ‘thank God as he slid back up to straddle my waist and lined himself up to me. Even now, 
though, he wasn't finished with the teasing and he moved up and down along me until at last he sank slowly 
down on me. We both sighed in relief and | no longer cared if | wasn't supposed to move, | reached up and 


seized him by the shoulders, pulling him down and kissing him hungrily. 

"You fucking tease," | panted, kissing him again, "I'll get you back for this!" 

"Mmmmm, | hope so!" He murmured as he started to move on me. It quickly became frantic, wildly out of 
control as he rode me hard until we both reached an incredible orgasm, crying out and grasping onto one 
another as we rode out seemingly endless waves of pure pleasure. 

"Ah, Janick!" | panted as | lay back exhausted, his head on my shoulder and his damp hair draped across my 


chest. "You are my fucking magic!" 
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